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III. WILD DOGS
THE Colonel pensively sipped the peg,
Which was brought by a mild Oriental. "You may talk of voracity, sir," said he, (The subject had never been mentioned by me,) " But your knowledge is quite elemental.
" If a man goes nap at a Lord Mayor's feast,
He must be like a soup tureen; That's merely starvation, a famine diet, The dinner of herbs you give a ryot,
Compared to what I have seen.
" I remember once in Afiic's wilds,
When I camped at Timbuctoo, A couple of nigs ate the whole of an ass, Not because they were hungry, but merely to pass
The time, as they'd nothing to do.
" A trifle," they said,   " It had whetted their teeth,"
And they grinned upon one another. I explained with a frown that the beast was mine, And the next time they wished on an ass to dine, They had better begin on each other.